INVOCATION                        Rayner
Heppenstall
BE to my vision
A word coiled on air by the air's gesture
Whose lost fabric is warrant of permanence.
Be to my hearing
A tongue of music offering recompense
By so much as it peels from spirit's vesture.
Come upon my presence
Like dew-point valiance of all human fleshes
And upon my remembrance
Like winter sun that lies in cold's meshes
As a dust of benediction.
Take no thought
For how your body shall seem, nor care what thing
Your mouth or hand shall say. But know me for one
Who stands before you shedding the smutched
world's honour.